Erlenmeyer, over the conical flask, and watching with
excited eyes whether everything was reacting according
to plan. She was coughing and her eyes were watering
continuously, because that unpleasant student opposite
her was preparing acetylchloride—of all things ! Meier,
the assistant, who was passing by, came to her rescue.
" No, Herr Kollege," he said, " that won't do. If you
must prepare CH8 CO Q, then you must go into the
Stink Room."
The Stink Room was next door, and was reserved for
the more evil-smelling experiments.
The student muttered some ill-tempered retort,
turned out his Bunsen burner, upset a tube, and left the
" lab." Plain Meier's ears turned blue with anger, but
Helene, still coughing, with her eyes still streaming,
laughed merrily.
" Never mind,1 Meier," she said, " that's good enough.
Fm satisfied. Now I'll make some tea and we'll make
ourselves comfortable."
"Well, everything seems to be in order,** grunted
Meier, who had cast an eye over her experiment and had
brought his stool along with him.
The tea was made, although it was against the rules,
and it tasted excellent. Thej^ drank it out of beakers on
which fluorescine had left its indelible, greenish-yellow
marks. Helene Willfuer possessed the gift of creating
her own little circle of comfort even in the midst of the
unpleasant and uncleanly atmosphere of the laboratory.
She sat on her stool, tilted ,as it were an invisible glass bell
over herself and enjoyed to the full the warmth and
aroma of her tea and the relief for her tired feet. She had
been standing in the laboratory since midday. Her legs
were numb and stiff. Her thighs were tingling with
tiredness. Her throat burned, her brain was fogged, and
she had pains in the pit of her stomach. All this combined

